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He made a blufhing citall of himfelfc. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace, 

As if hemaftred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftantly; 

There did he paufijbut let me tell the world. 

If he outline theenuieof this day, 

England did neuer owe fo fweete a hope. 

So much mifeonftrued inhis wantonnefle. 

Hot. Coofcn, I thinke thou art enamored 
Onhis fo'lics : neuer did I heare 
Of any Princcfb wild alibertie: 

But be he as he will, yet once e’rc night, 

1 will imbracc him with a fouldiers arme. 

That he (hall (hrinke vnder my courtefic. 

Arme, arme with fpeed, and fellowes, fouldiers, fiiendes. 
Better confider what you haue to doe, 

That 1 that haue not well the gift of tongue 

Can lift your blood vp with perfwafion. Inter a monger. 

Ivlef. My Lord, here arc letters for you. 

Hot. 1 cannot reade them now. 

O, Gentlemen, the time of life is (hort: 

To fpend that fhortnesbafely.wcrc too long, 

If life did ride vpon a dials point, 

Still ending at the airmail of an houre, 

And if weliue, we liuc to tread on kings, 

/f die, braue death, when princes die with vs. 

Now for our confcicnces, thcarmes arefaire, 

When the intent of bearing them is iuft, Inter another. 

Mcf. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 

Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 

For /profeffe not talking, onely this, 

Leteachman doehisbeft: and here draw /a fword, 

Whofe temper I intend to Paine 
With the beft blood that I can meet withall, 

In theaduentureof this petillous day. 

Now efperancc Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all thcloftie inftruments of war, 

And by that mufickclet vsall embrace, 
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Henry the fourth, 

F orheauen to earth, fome of vs neuer (hall 
Afecondtimedofuchacourtefie. 

Here they embrace , the trumpets found, the King enters with his 
power, alar me to the batteU \ then enter Douglas, and Sir IV, al- 
ter 'Blunt, 

Blunt What is thy name,that in battel! thus thou croflcft me. ? 
What honour doff thou feeke vpon my head? 

Long. Know then, my name is Douglas, 

And I do haunt thee in the batfell thus, ; 

Becaufe fome tell me that thou art a King. 

Blunt They tell thee true. 

Doug. The Lord of Stafford deare to day hath bought 
ThylikenefTe,forin ftead of thee, King Harry, 

This fword hath ended him,fo (hall it thee, 

VniefTethou yeclde thee as my prifoner. 

Blunt I was not borne a yeelder, thou proud Scot: 

And thou (halt find a king that willreuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight , Douglas k[ls Blunt, then enter Hotfpur. 

Hot. O Douglas,hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot, 

Doug, Als done,als won.-herc breathles lyes the king. 

Hot, Where? Doug. Here. 

Hot. This,Douglas. ? no,f know this face full well, 

Agallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 

Scmblably furnifht like the king himfclfe. 

Doug. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tell me.thatthou wertaking? 

Hot. The king hath many marching in his coates. 

Doug. Now bymy fword, I will kill all his coates: 

He murthcr all his wardrobe, piece by piece, 

Vntill /meete the King. Hot. Vp,and away, 

Ourfouldiours ftand full fairely for the day. 

Alarme, Inter Falflatife fo/us. 

lal. Though I could fcape fhot-free at London , I feare the 
(hot here,heres no fcoring but vpon the pate.Soft,who are you? 
fir Walter Blunt, thcr’s honor for you, here’s no vanity : J am as 
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